Toni Sender
many, and they asked me to visit them. They gave
ine a touching reception. Enthusiasm ran so high that
upon the proposal of Dr. Oguse, an old-timer, they
nominated me for honorary membership in the French
Socialist party, possibly the only foreigner who has ever
received this honour.
I arrived in Paris shortly before the workers were
to observe the anniversary of the murder of Jean Jaures,
their beloved and martyred leader, the first casualty
of the World War. With Paul-Boncour and other
Frenchmen I was asked to address the memorial meet-
ing. Paul-Boncour expressed his particular satisfaction
in speaking from the same platform with me, a German
Socialist who during the war years had protested against
the slaughter and voiced a desire for peace.
The enthusiasm among the Parisian workers and
middle class was as tumultuous and heart-felt as that
which Paul Faure had aroused in the German fields.
The authorities, however, were less enraptured. The
meeting was held on the last evening of my stay in
Paris. Afterward I remained with a few close friends
talking late into the night. They brought me to my
hotel, and I was no sooner in my room than the
telephone rang. Two o'clock in the morning ! I let
it ring, for I suspected who might be so importunate.
When at six o'clock that morning there was a loud
knock on my door, I was not taken by surprise. I
arose, dressed myself quickly, and opened the door.
The police. They had waited the whole night below
in the hotel. I hopefully expected that they would
escort me over the border in a patrol wagon and thus
spare me the cost of the journey. The mark stood
even then at 3^700,000 to the dollar, and I had partly
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